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Leopard Print and Lipgloss 


Author's Notes: 
Take one photo: 


Hooker Izzy? 


Mix in a few snide comments. And this is the resulting story.. 


The moon hung heavy in the hazy night sky. Briefly it disappeared behind a spiral of cigarette smoke before 


reappearing in its own gentle, smoky cloud of smog. 


The evening may have been humid but the pale, skinny man was chilled to the bone. One hand clutched the half 
finished cigarette while the other wrapped the long, leopard print coat around his scrawny frame. Eyes darted 


back and forth from beneath a fringe of dark hair, watching cars and people come and go. 


Izzy's teeth chattered as he leaned against the wall of the redbrick building. The drugs were wearing off and 
he needed cash for his next hit. Unable to raise enough from panhandling and the folds of the couch, he'd 


resorted to the world's oldest profession. It had been a snap decision to come out onto the streets. He'd 
thought about it for all of thirty seconds and, on realising that he actually quite enjoyed sex, Izzy had 
convinced himself that some girl would be along fairly soon. A girl who would offer him twenty bucks for his 
services and a comfortable bed for the night. Would sure beat sleeping in the shitty confines of the Hell House 
for another night. 


He stood on the corner of Vine Street and Hollywood Boulevard, his booted feet firmly over James Stewart's 
star, staring out into the traffic. On arriving, he'd spent a good twenty minutes walking back and forth between 
James Stewart and Judy Garland before finally deciding that he needed to be on the corner. Because thats 
where hookers belong, Izzy.. 


Pacing around his little square of granite, Izzy watched every freak and weirdo in Hollywood pass him by. The 
tweakers with their lanky hair, zombie stares and missing teeth. The chicks with dicks who wore more make- 
up and hairspray than he'd ever wear in this lifetime. His eyes trailed after one such guy, watching as the 
short skirt brushed perfectly tanned legs, when a bum, reeking of cheap whiskey, slammed into him. 


"Heyl" Izzy snarled, face twisting as he stepped back. 


"H-Hey m-man," the bum stammered, mouth moving behind his grisly beard, "I-I'm sorry." A grubby, gnarl 
nailed hand appeared from beneath the layers of grotty clothing. "You g-got a q-quarter, man?" 


"Have | fuck!" Izzy hissed, pushing the guy back out into the pavement. "Now beat it before | beat you." 


The bum glared at him momentarily from beneath grey flecked eyebrows before mumbling and shuffling off. 
Izzy spat on the floor, the awful, stale smell of the guy still trapped in his nose before turning his attention 
back to the passing throngs. Time to get to work lzy.. 


He eyed the girls, daring himself to step up to one and make an offer. They were all beautiful, dressed in the 
skimpiest of clothes as they made their way from bar to club to bar and back again. A few eyed him, 
throwing him wry smiles and tiny nods. Izzy returned their smiles, hair falling into his eyes as he did. The 


innocent look, Izz, they love the imocent Iittle-boy-lost look 


One girl, hair fluffed up and a tiny skirt encircling her waist, had paused and was looking him up and down. A 
manicured hand gripped her hip, long painted nails tapping at her jewelled belt. Her eyes swept up and down him, 
taking him in as if he were a piece of meat. Grinning, Izzy stepped forward and cocked his head, preparing to 
run through his patter. He was just about to speak when a hand roughly pushed him. 


Annoyed, Izzy swung round, coming face to face with the tallest woman he'd ever seen. Long legs were 
wrapped in fishnet, feet teetering on painfully high heels. A red leather mini-skirt hung from a waist, while 
perfect breasts were held back by the tiniest of bras and the skimpiest of fishnet tops. 


"What?!" Izzy demanded, hands held out in front of him. He'd already been bumrushed and ignored numerous 
times. And now this 


Ruby red lips pouted at him as thin and pencilled eyebrows arched as a hand gripped a slender hip. "This is my 
patch, bitch." 


Izzy's jaw dropped at the voice. Beautiful body, masculine voice. 

"What. The. Fuck?" Izzy's eyes widened, his eyebrows disappearing into his raggedy fringe. 

The transsexual glared at Izzy, fingers tightening around their hip as they angrily tapped a foot. 

"This is my patch, bifch" she/he/it hissed, eyes narrowing as it sucked on its teeth. The monstrous manicured 
fingers waved around the corner, heavily scented skin flashing under Izzy's nose. "This is my corner and my 
stretch, whore. James Stewart right down to Kirk fuckin’ Douglas." 

Izzy glared back, not really liking having to look up at someone. It was just.. odd. 

Pulling his hat down over his ears, he hissed, "Fine." 

Slouching, Izzy turned and began to walk back up Vine Street. It was a pretty shitty area, run down and nasty, 
filled with dealers and other "undesirable" people. He'd chosen the area for just that reason. Looking over his 
shoulder, he could see the Capitol Records building, late right office lights flicking like a candle through the 


palm trees. 


Leaning against a lamppost, Izzy rummaged in a pocket and pulled out his cigarettes. He was just lighting one 


when a husky voice purred, "Hey sweetie. You sellin’ tonight?" 


Looking over the smouldering tip of the cigarette, Izzy saw a woman standing in the hazy glow of his smoke. 
Smooth caramel coloured skin peeked out from beneath fishnets and a short skirt. Tanned arms were wrapped 
in a baggy shirt, expertly tied at the midriff to give off a hint of the flat stomach beneath. A beret was 
tucked over her ears, dark eyes playfully sparkling beneath the peak. And there were breasts, pert and 
perfectly formed, pressed against the shirt. 


Izzy grinned and stepped out, blowing smoke above the girl's head as he did. "Yeah, I'm sellin’ sexy. Whatca 


lookin’ for?" 
The girl smiled, pouting shiny lip-glossed lips at him. "Whatever you're offerin.” 


Izzy's smiled widened as she ran a finger down his chest, sending tingles along his spine as her nail grazed over 


the exposed skin of his chest. 


"Twenty bucks and a bed for the night gets you whatever you want, sweetheart," he purred, voice dripping 


with lust as she carried on touching him. 


The girl's hand swept up to his face and she leaned in to lick his ear. "Sold" 
Her hand linked with his and Izzy let himself be dragged like a prize bull down the street. 


They twisted and turned, crossing busy roads and dodging cars. The girl never let go of his hand, dragging and 
pulling him behind her. Izzy smiled; she must be really horny if she'd picked up some random stranger from 
the street. And she was going to pay him for it. It baffled him. The girl was gorgeous and why she wasn't 
cruising the strip for a free fuck he didn't know. But hey, at least it was a bed for the night and more drugs. 
He smiled and trailed after her as she led him along the pavement to a weathered wooden house. Lights blazed 
from the front window and, by the sounds of it, a party was in full swing. Izzy itched to join in the party and 
maybe, later, after he'd done his "job", he'd be allowed to party. His lips and nose twitched with anticipation; 
maybe there'd be drugs.. 


"We have to go in through the back," she whispered. She winked and continued, "Don't want my house-mates 
knowing I've picked up a whore for the night" 


Izzy grinned and followed, not quite sure how to to take the comment. It was the truth but it was still a 
sucker-punch to the stomach. He was just a cheap fuck for the night. But so what? He'd fucked girls he didn't 
know before and they hadn't given him money for it. This one was. His smile widened as they walked up to the 


back door, the mesh screen barely hanging on. 


Quietly they stole through the house, although why Izzy didn't know. The music and the laughter coming from 
the front of the house was enough to wake the dead. They could have taken a bulldozer to the house and the 


party-goers would probably never even have noticed. 


Izzy's drugged eyes swept over the house. It was a mess and on the brink of collapse. Housekeeping obviously 
wasn't the biggest priority to whoever inhabited the house. By the empty bottles and over-flowing ashtrays, 
Izzy concluded that partying was probably the number one priority. It almost reminded him of the Hell House. 
Almost. 


The girl stopped and smiled before aiming a kick at a door. Like the screen door, it bowed and swayed, hanging 
by a single screw. Another wink and she took his hand, leading him in before pushing the door back into its 
frame. Izzy looked around, taking in the squalor and smell. A dirty mattress, with an equally dirty blanket, was 
pushed into one corner. Empty whiskey bottles were thrown into the corners, while the rotten smell of old pot 
smoke enveloped everything. Clothes were piled on the floor and on top of cupboards, randomly discarded as 
the person came in. Yet, under the debris and the dust, was a little hint of femininity. A scarf thrown over a 


lamp here, a perfume bottle there. In any other light, the room could have passed for his own. 
"| never asked you your name." The girl held out a bottle of Jack, her painted nails nimbly encircling the neck. 


Plucking it from her fingers, Izzy smiled his sultry smile and swigged. He winced as the whiskey stained his 


throat and burned his stomach; it never really had been his poison of choice. 


"Izzy," he replied, blinking back searing tears. "And yours?" 


The girl laughed, a husky, smoker's laugh and stole the bottle back. Expertly she drank and gave him a teasing 


wink as she swallowed. 
"Sam," she replied, her tongue flicking over the bottle's opening. 


Izzy shivered as she did, sure that he knew that motion from somewhere. Had he seen this girl around the 
clubs? Had he fucked her before? There was something about her that he couldn't place his finger on and, in 


the midst of his comedown, he couldn't be sure what it was. 


She smiled and drank again before capping the bottle and setting it to one side. Her eyes swept up and down 
Izzy, a sexy smile gracing her full lips. 


"So, Izzy, you gonna show me what you're made of or not? | am paying you for your time." She cocked her 


head to one side and stuck out a hip, the other hand daintily holding a folded twenty dollar bill 


Izzy swallowed and licked his lips, the time to prove himself was upon him. Sliding the long coat from his 
shoulders, Izzy slowly approached Sam. Her face changed from impish glee to lust filled demon. She lunged for 
him, nails digging into the flesh of his neck as teeth ripped at his ear. Letting out a groan, Izzy quickly fumbled 
with the rest of his clothes, letting them drop to the floor. He tried to struggle from her hawk-like grip but 


couldn't. 
Pulling back towards the bed, he moved her head and kissed her. Strong teeth nipped at his lips and Izzy let 
out a gasp as blood began to flood his mouth. Fuck! She was mad! Pants and sighs and moans left his mouth as 


her mouth reattached itself to his neck, biting and tugging on his skin before she began to slide lower. 


With dilated eyes, Izzy watched as her tongue flicked over his nipples, making him twitch, dark eyes twinkling as 
she watched him. 


Sam nipped and licked her way down his body. Izzy tried to focus, tried to concentrate and push her away but 
he couldn't. She was good, real good, but wasn't he supposed to be doing this? Her tongue licked over the head 
of his throbbing cock and Izzy let his head fall back with a groan 

"Fuck." he hissed, his hands falling to rest on her head. 


As her full lips swallowed his cock, Izzy pushed the hat from her head a little, determined to watch. The 


movement caused two, dark corkscrews of spirally hair to frame her soft face. 
Izzy's heart faltered, mouth drying as he stared at the perfect face with the curly-haired frame. 


"D-do you have a b-brother?" he quietly uttered, tongue desperately trying to wet his lips. 


Sam winked and pulled back, her berry-pink tongue lazily licking his cock, giggling softly as it twitched beneath 
her touch. 


"Would it turn you on more if | did?" she softly said, eyes glimmering beneath the fringe of hair. 
Izzy swallowed, trying to move the lump from his throat as he slowly pushed the beret from her hair. 


Instantly soft waves of dark, curly hair fell around Sam's shoulders, falling around and over her face. Izzy 
choked and stumbled back against the mattress, falling onto it. Chills shook Izzy's body as he watched Sam, still 
kneeling on the floor, let out a sighing laugh as she pushed the hair from her eyes. Her grin widened into a 


soft smile that Izzy would recognise anywhere. 
"Slash?" he hissed, voice laced with accusation. 


Sam carried on smiled as she stood, hands pushing the skirt and fishnets to the floor. Izzy began to notice 
little things; the slightly masculine hands, the not so shapely legs. 


| have absolutely no idea what you're talking about." The clothing was kicked away and she began to advance 
on him, hard cock bouncing against her flat belly. "But you promised me the time of my life. | am the one 
paying for your time after all, Jeff" 


Izzy's heart all but stopped and he slammed into the wall, staring as the she-male crawled across the bed. His 
senses became unnaturally acute, his eyes darting around the room, looking for something, anything, that would 
tell him that this was Slash's room and that this was his house. The Hell House. But he didn't have the time as 


Sam fell onto him, fingers and teeth continuing the assault of his body, leaving stinging red marks in their wake. 
"Slash!" he panted. "Slash! Stop it!" 
But it was to no avail. Whoever this sex-crazed beast was, they were determined to get their pound of flesh. 


The panting lips, smeared with lip-gloss, closed around his waning erection, sucking it back to hardness. Izzy 
couldn't help himself and he collapsed against the wall, hands tangling and tugging at the spirals of hair. He 
hated admitting it to himself but this was fantastic, the best blow job he'd had in ages. He'd just never 


thought it would be coming from a ... man! 


As lips and teeth and tongue worked around his hard prick, Izzy found himself tingling. Every nerve ending had 
sprung to life, each one demanding that he reach orgasm or else. He didn't want to, didn't want to admit that 


he was being sucked off by one of his friends. 


But he couldn't help it. His body tightened and his back arched, jolts of pleasure slamming into him again and 
again. He tugged harder at the dark hair, a much more familiar voice grunting as strands of hair snapped 


between Izzy's fingers. 


"Fu - Fu - FUCK! SLASH!" Izzy howled as he came into the warm mouth, tears escaping from between his 
tightly squeezed eyelids. 


Everything went red as blood pounded through his head. His cock throbbed and the throat tightened around 


the sensitive piece of flesh, milking him dry as Izzy shivered and sweated against the wall. 

Opening his eyes, his vision swam as the person pulled away. They slid from the dirty mattress, tongue licking 
the last of the come from their lips. They stood and pulled on a pair of ripped jeans before coughing and 
clearing their throat. 


"I think I'll keep the twenty bucks." Slash smiled as he quietly spoke, the clothes falling from his torso and 


pooling on the floor. 


A smooth chest and tattooed arms were revealed before quickly disappearing beneath a baggy t-shirt. Izzy 


narrowed his eyes and pursed his lips. 
"Why?" he demanded, pulling himself under the blanket and folding his arms. 
Slash laughed his whiskey and cigarette drenched laugh, eyes mischievously sparkling. 


"Because it was too much fun to watch you slinking out of the house." He fluffed his hair, eyes disappearing 


back behind the curtain of hair. "Everyone knows what you were up to lzz. Everyone" 
Slash laughed once more before fumbling beneath a pile of clothes. He pulled out a baggy and tossed it to Izzy. 


"See, it isn't all lost." Slash grinned and licked his lips, eyes darkening. "Now, get loaded and Sam might make a 


reappearance." 


Izzy's face fell before cracking into a smile. It was going to be an interesting relationship. 


